The peasant's lips once again went through the motions that
recalled the expression of satisfied hunting dogs.

Gerbier thought, "We ought to get him into our combat
groups/5 Then he thought almost simultaneously, "But he's going
to be shot in a few minutes/' And almost at the same time an
inner voice said, "And so am I. . . ." But Gerbier did not recog-
nise this voice. It was not his own. And he could not believe it.

Meanwhile a third condemned man was already speaking.
Gerbier understood that each of them listened to his companions
with indifference and only out of courtesy. Each had only one
desire, one eagerness: to deliver the essential part of his being
before dying.

"I've done my share too, in spite of the fact that I'm not twenty
yet," said the condemned man who in turn had begun to speak.
In him youthfulness burst forth in the fire of his voice, the life
that animated his face and even in the little dark, tender moustache
which must have grown in prison. With his bulging forehead and
solid shoulders he looked like a young bullock.

"I'm a Lorrainese, from annexed Lorraine. I was taking courses
at the University when the Boches announced that my class would
be mobilised six months later in the German army. I didn't hesitate
a second, you can imagine. I had time to spend Christmas at home
and get away. We had a fine midnight supper. I don't know how
my mother had managed to get hold of a goose. My father had
brought out the last good bottles. I felt pretty blue about leaving
them without telling them. At the end of the meal my father
embraced me and led me to the door. He opened it. And he said
to me, 'We know what your duty is/ My mother gave me a valise
she had prepared and some money. In the morning I got across
to the French frontier. At this moment I thought, 'Old man, with
parents like that you're not going to be able to lead a quiet little
life, and wait for victory to be won for you.* In Paris I tried to
make myself useful, I knew a group of wonderful youngsters.
I worked on a paper of independent opinion. I must tell you that
I wanted to be a writer. Well, I was able to be one , . . and in an
historic period such as there has never been. In a hundred years,
in a thousand years, they will re-read those journals, you'll see..."

Gerbier considered for a moment those cheeks coloured by a
blood so vivid that it was stronger than the wretched light and
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